" Isn't that one of your men ? " I asked her. " What
is he doing out there ? "
" He is looking out for sharks," she confided.
" Sharks ? " I repeated thoughtfully. " Do they come
as near as that ? "
She nodded. " Yes, they even come up to the ridge/'
she admitted, " and there are two or three places where
they can get through. That is why we always have a
man there with a whistle when we have guests. I ought
to have told you before."
" On the whole, I am glad you did not," I assured her.
" Those natives seem to be taking something of a risk,"
I added, pointing to a spot where the ridge opened up a
little on die other side of the custodian.
She smiled.
" They are all right here," she told me. " The sharks
never touch a native so long as there are white people
about."
I accepted the butler's offer of another Planter's Punch
from an immense shaker. A well-made Planter's Punch
is a most delectable beverage and a great steadier of the
nerves.
My hostess laughed at me.
" I believe you are afraid of sharks," she said.
" I am," I confessed.
We sat down presently to a plain but delicious luncheon
consisting chiefly of huge dishes of the native pineapples
and bananas, with steaming platters of fish just caught
from the bay and garnished with strange aromatic leaves
and roots. There was no wine but any quantity of
Planter's Punches, rum cocktails and Scotch whisky.
Afterwards, at a signal from our hostess, coffee was
served and a little later on we entered upon the most
interesting portion of the day.
The servants, at a word from their mistress, stepped
out of their liveries as though by magic and in the scantiest
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